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the pebbles on a graveyard path and there was a
rustling as of silken cerements in the; tree-tops,
stirred by a phantom breeze unfelt below. A place
of utter solitude, nerve-shattering stillness. And
all around me loomed the great stone charnel-
houses, open to the sky like circus-rings piled up
with corpses. The Parsee Garden of the Dead was
hideous as a disused factory, oppressive as a tomb,
and the Towers of Silence sprouting in it brought to
my mind lugubrious flowers of concrete round which
the vultures swarmed like questing bees.
" How Bombay has changed since the days of
John Company ! Then it was a little fishing-
village, and see what it is now ! " A smile of pride
lit up the features of my Parsee host as from his
terrace he pointed out to me the splendid panorama
of the city stretched out below us parallel to the sea.
The seven islets, Catherine of Braganza's dowry
inherited by England nearly three centuries ago,
and leased by the Crown to the East India Company
for twenty pounds per annum, to enable the Company
to found a trading-centre on the coast, have in the
course of time, thanks to the prodigious effort of
British engineers, coalesced, and now form a long,
continuous belt of land along the foreshore. The
hills depicted in old engravings of Bombay as en-
circling the island were laid low, the rocks com-
posing them thrust forth into the sea. And thus
slowly but surely the island widened out. To
crown the work of reclamation, the last great breach
by which the sea flowed into the heart of the town
was closed by a gigantic dyke and now Bombay,
a vast and spacious city spanned by docks and
railway-lines, can boast itself the greatest port of
India.
Near the sea, facing the triumphal arch—a sym-

